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the table again delicately and deliberately, and
wiped Ms grizzled moustache with a crimson silk
handkerchief. He put up his monocle, and
seemed to be intently inspecting a gas globe over
the counter* I thought his grimace in this
concentration came from an effort to reinforce
his will against all curiosity on our part. But it
appeared he was really looking at what showed, at
an angle, of a portrait on the wall of an inner room.
He could just see it, from where he sat. Anyhow,
the landlord imagined it was the portrait which
had caught his friend's interest. " Looking at
that crayon portrait, Doctor F Ah, showy woman
isn't she ? Used to be barmaid here. The Lord
knows where she is now. Went to sea, like a fool.
Stewardess, or something worse. Much more
useful here."

The doctor's seamed face, sour and ironic, made
It impossible to know whether his expression was
one of undisguised boredom, or only his show of
conventional politeness. I began to feel I had
broken into the intimacy of two men whose minds
were dissimilar, but friendly through old associa-
tions, and that the doctor's finer wit was reproving
me for an intrusion. So I rose, and asked indiffer~